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Morning Dew 
Author's Notes: 


| took a slight liberty with the timeline in this one and pushed Josh's job forward by several years. 


Early morning dew dripped from the autumnal trees, the weight of the water sending a few leaves spiralling to 
the drifts that already lay across the ground. The sun was just beginning to break through the thick layer of 


cloud while the rest of the world slowly woke. 


Coming off of a night shift, Josh wandered through Prospect Park to give his brain chance to settle down. It 
had been a long night and, as with all of them, it was one that he wouldn't forget in a hurry. A walk in the 
park was the perfect way for him to relax and to hopefully begin to forget some of the horrors that he'd 
seen overnight. Being an EMT was a somewhat noble profession but it came with its pitfalls, most notably 
those lives that would forever be lost because of someone's moment of stupidity or through sheer lack of 


thinking. 


The path wound through the trees and Josh allowed himself to get lost from the city that screamed outside 
of the park's fences. The air was fresh and delightfully clear, its crispness tearing in to his lungs and washing 
away the antiseptic smell of his previous shift. 


He hadn't gone far before he was aware of a presence coming up behind him. Normally, on an isolated park 
pathway, he would have stopped and confronted whoever was trailing him. But, as with every morning walk, he 


suspected that he knew who the presence was. 


Josh smiled wryly to himself as his hip was bumped. Looking up, he smiled as the somewhat fearsome 


presence of their frontman loomed over him. 
"Morning, Pete. Good night?" 
The taller man yawned and pushed a handful of dark hair from his face. "Yeah." 


Josh chuckled softly and continued to walk. Peter wasn't much of a morning person but, at some point during 
their time together, he'd taken to joining Josh on his early morning walks. It was a comfortable and familiar 
routine and one which Josh enjoyed. Once they were done, he'd haul the other man home and feed him coffee 


before dropping in to bed and sleeping for a solid eight hours. 
"How was yours?" Peter asked. 
"Busy" 


He rarely elaborated on them, preferring to keep what he saw to himself. To speak of it would bring back the 


horrors, both for those who'd experienced them and for himself. 


A thick arm draped around his shoulder and Josh smiled as he leaned in to the other man's embrace. He 
wrapped his arm around Peter's waist and held him close as they silently walked through the early morning 
haze. Sometimes nothing needed to be said and the silence spoke far more than anything he could say would. 
And Peter. Peter would always understand, 


